let out under the trees down there, looked in the car lights for my house key, then watched the brake lights go from here. If I loved a woman who called from her house near the railroad tracks when trains were sounding, I'm sure she'd do it so I'd hear them closer on the phone. 308 must love someone. I love a woman who comes from Studio City, California, and talks about movie backdrops constantly, or I want her to. It's dangerous how I want a landscape that still and collapsable, a horizon we could dismantle and stack anytime we wanted, right now if you asked.
